DINNER AT *'* GOVERNMENT HOUSE*'

people in Mnb.Ua wlio had a nodding acquaintance with a knife and
fork

The party reminded me more than anything of a party at a Colonial
Government House. All the local visitors were Government officials and
they brought up little stories of what had been happening in the course of
the day's work and the day's bazaar stories. There were titbits intended
to make His Excellency laugh, and His Excellency listened and made the
usual little jokes. He himself showed us the photographs taken at the
tea-party, and they were passed round and admired. The Major Domo
announced dinner. It was served in the dining-room in European style,
a'snowy table-cloth, good silver and a service with an Arabic monogram
and the device "Government of Mukalla." The food was the joint produc-
tion of Ganess and the palace chef, and their efforts made a somewhat over-
whelming repast. After coffee in the drawing-room we left early. This
was a concession to Arab custom, for when you are invited to an Arab
dinner you go for the dinner and not for the- talk, the bridge or round
games. So, when the dinner is over there is no excuse for delay. As a
slight corrective to such a meal we strolled up. the main street and through
the bazaar, which at this hour was almost deserted. A few shops were
still open and groups of men sat round the smoky flares of tin lamps or the
now popular incandescent kerosene lamps known as terik. There were two
or three cafes open. In one, whose walls were decorated with gay floral
paintings, a gramophone was playing an attractive Arabic song. Some of
" the "locals" and a few beduin sat round beating time. The street still
reeked of dried fish, but it was strangely silent, though we glimpsed lights
through chinks of doors or shuttered windows which told that the
occupants were not yet abed.

The nights w^re always quiet, though sometimes I lay awake aad heard
the sentry beating out the hours on a gong, just as it used to happeuJn Pemba.
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